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BY THE PARTY ON THE SPOT, 


Wednesday.—Heard this morning that the ‘ Baronets of 
England” have been convened in private meeting to discuss some- 
thing important. A rumour going round that they are not alto- 
gether pleased that the eldest sons of life peers shall have preced- 
ence of them. Good gracious! Can they be going to strike! 

LOCK A’ MUSSY! 
What a wave of consternation 
Swamps the bosom as one hears 
There’s a hint of agitation 
(And a strike) among the peers, 
For the Baronets (misliking 
Recent edicts, without doubt) 
Seem to cherish thoughts of striking— 
3ut suppose there’s a “‘ lock-out.” 
Had a highly-interesting hour or two at the “‘ Theatrical Wardrobe 
Sale’ of Old Drury effects—lived some merry times over again, but 
had to hurry away to the launch of the Canopus, and thence to the 
unveiling of the statue of Dr. Dale at the Birmingham Corporation 
Art Gallery. Down to the Cesarewitch, and afterwards to Miss 
Anna Williams’ farewell concert at the Albert Hall. Sorry to say 
good-bye so soon. 


Thursday.—Had to turn out rather early to lead the first batch 
of some Irish Pilgrims to the Pope. Came back round by 
Hampstead, and amused myself for awhile listening to the 
Guardians arguing about having a parish doctor for a salary of £40 
perannum. Dined in Paris at the banquet to M. Faure, and after- 
wards to Professor Flinders Petries’ entertaining lecture on Egypt 
at the Camera Club. Uncommonly delightful evening. 


_ Friday.—Went down to Birmingham and closed the Congrega- 
tional Union meeting for the year, and spent the rest of the 








Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stumped and addressed envelope. 


afternoon and evening at the newlyereopened Argyle Street Skating 
Rink. 


Saturday.— Turned out in my smartest rig and helped christen 
the small and inarticulate Marquis of Blandford (the eldest hope of 
the Duke and Duchess of Marlborough) at the Chapel Royal, St. 
James's. Attended the Cabinet Council afterwards, and, on my way 
to attend the England v. America racquet match at Queen's Club, 
had another look at the Jubilee presents. Capital racquet match. 


GAME! 


When Britain and American 
In rivalry embark, 

You'll find it generally an 
Extr’ordinary lark! 

In friendly rivalry, like men 
For victory they seek 

(Precisely like what happens when 
A Greek encounters Greek), 

And long may friendship hold its sway, 
And nothing base attack it, 

While but in mimic warfare they 
Between them raise a racquet ! 


Monday.—Rather a busy day to-day. After receiving the Khedive 
on board the Astrea, off Alexandria, ‘‘ with all the honours,” took the 
Duke of Cambridge down to Bath. Helped him to take the 
freedom of the city, open the new Roman Promenade (attached to 
the Baths), lay the foundation stone for an art gallery, and lunch 
with the Mayor. Got back for a look in at the Lady Mayoress’s 
entertainment for the Ragged School cripples at the Mansion 
House, and just a glance at Mr. Carvell Williams’ Jubilee celebra- 
tion. 


‘'uesday.—Went to see the dogs at the Crystal Palace and butter 
and milk at the Agricultural Hall. From there made my way to 
Reading, and helped to open the new Art Gallery there, Attended, 
with the Guild of St. Luke, at St. Paul’s in the evening after an 
afternoon at the Royal Institute of Painters in Oil. Also looked in 
on Mr. Hazell’s “ dinner hour” concert at the City Temple. Capi- 
tal concert, and enjoyed it very much, but how about getting one’s 
dinner. 

“IF MUSIC BE THE FOOD-—” 


This move is, of course, a kindly one 
But it don’t sustain a man—which 
(It seems to me) were better done 
With a glass of ale and a san'wich— 
Of course, the entertainment’s prime, 
And a joy to the toil-worn sinner, 
But the proper thing for dinner-time 
(It seems to me) is dinner. 
THe Sporrer. 


No. 1,694. 














eemannnamaiednian-ailaasediy a <tr 


we 







pony. mantic 






ee 






tin eit 













Se stre ‘ 


ree 
PR gfe REID GNP Mla 
= . a ee, 


pa na ena alin ly 








me 
= Se 






FORT ger gage o- 
so ee ee eee ad fe * 
ae oameeeanens : 
b. a MOP es en aes a > 4 > o- 







me 







3 eee 
“ 2+ 
Sak aria ile arse. 


ea 





- 






me SS ph Sain 



















































a, 
Ls Sa ~ irae 
aad i e - 














OcToOBER 26, 1897. 














RIVAL CLAIMS. 


MISS NIKKI (WEST AFRICA.TO ENGLAND AND FRANCE).—‘ HOW HAPPY COULD I BE WITH EITHER!” 
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No Love Lost. 


(‘* His Honour Judge Bacon does not 
like Jews.” —Daily Mail.} 

THIS may be quite true, but there 
isn’t much in it. On the other hand, 
the Jews do not like bacon, but whether 
their disaffection extends to His Honour 
or to the Elizabethan sage, we are not in 
a position to determine. Anyhow, there 
seems a reciprocity of feeling between 
the children of the Ghetto and their 
County Court judge.- They don’t quite 
like it, and there is no loss of love 
between them. The fact is the Israelites 
want to gammon His Honour, and he 
won’t have it. When they come before 
him with their little piguliarities of 
‘‘no speeking Engleesh,’”’ and the like, 
he says he will not have the course of 
justice in his court hampered in that 
fashion, and sends them to Bath chap- Saat 
fallen. P[IHSS 





Rich and Poor. 


THOUGH the rich and poor frequently 
possess similar attributes, they are 
known by different names, of which the 
following are a few examples :— 


THE Ricuw Man. 





jlisive:. i: 
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THE Poor MAN. 


Tourist Tramp 
Speculator Gambler 
Bon Vivant Drunkard 
Kecentric Mad 
Languid Lazy 
Frank Boorish 
Nervous Cowardly 
Ingenuous Idiotic 





“Fun” in Earnest. 
WHAT HE THINKS OF THINGS IN GENERAL. 
By THE “ ENFANT TERRIBLE.” 


Just as if there were nothing else to write about, the Dai/; 
Chronicle prepares a nice little bombshell by announcing the forth- 
coming resignation of Lord Salisbury. The rumour was at once 
emphatically and uncompromisingly contradicted—not one of those 
contradictions that make you wink the other eye, a contradiction 
that reads like a verification ; but a real downright, straightforward, 
full-from-the-shoulder contradiction that left no shadow of a doubt 
in anybody’s mind. 

* * * 

Isn’t it a funny thing how the papers get hold of such mare’s- 
nests ? Who tells them these little tarradiddles, and how is it that a 
great and carefully-edited London morning paper is taken in ? One 
would imagine that such safeguards would be set up that by no 
possibility could such a gigantic fawr pas occur. But there it is, 
and the Daily Chronicle looks very small. 

* ° ’ 

November is on us; we have already had a foretaste of the 
devastating fogs. The loss to business in a huge city like London 
during but one day’s fog is positively enormous, and yet nothing is 
done to mitigate the evil. We go on from year to year and take no 
steps to rid ourselves of this awful incubus. Were it New York or 
Chicago, instead of being merely London, five years at most would 
see the evil abolished. Smokeless fires, smoke-consuming furnaces, 
would be compulsory by law, and every effort that science could 
suggest would be made to conquer the demon. But we meander 
along in our dear old-fashioned, slothful, enervated, British way, and 
relieve our sufferings merely by curses. We swear more loudly 
every year, but there we stop. It is perfectly ridiculous. The weak 
and aged are killed off in their thousands by our soot-laden mists, 
hundreds of thousands of pounds are lost in business, and yet no 
Single step is taken to ameliorate our condition. Won't some 
enterprising Yankee syndicate come over and help us? 

: x 


We don’t seem to get much forrader in finding out our murderers, 
We have got a very nice system and all that, a fine, good-looking, 


























THE MODERN RIP VAN WINKLE, AS HE APPEARED BEFORE AND 


AFTER THE LONG VACATION. 


well-set-up body of policemen, beautiful offices in New Scotland 
Yard, and fine, fat salaries for the chief officials. We have every- 
thing necessary in the way of the very latest billion horse-power 
machinery, but, unfortunately, something has gone wrong some- 
where and the wheels won't go round. So messieurs les assassins 
are having a high old time, and the police of all grades are serving 
their time and preparing themselves for their pensions. If any 
foreigner has got a pretty taste in murder he can come to England 
and gratify his whim to his heart's content. The simplest pre- 
cautions will suffice for his safety ; so long as he doesn’t leave his 
name and address card knocking about he has nothing to fear. 
As a fine art, murder can be as easily cultivated now as in the early 
years of the present century, when De Quincey wrote his famous 
dissertations upon the subject. 


Where Labby Draws the Line. 


Mr. Labouchere, after giving Mr. Hess permission to promulgate 
the belief that he (Labouchere) ought to have been hanged 50 years 


ago,adds: * You will not draw me.”’—Vide Truth.} 


‘“ HaNGED, drawn, and quartered ! ’’—Such a doom 
Was reckoned fairly fitted, 
In olden times, for those by whom 
Ill deeds had been committed. 
A doom severe! yet Hess, we fear 
(We've Labby’s Truth-ful word on't!), 
Thinks Labby, in his sixteenth year, 
Deserved at least one-third on't! 


“ Hanged, drawn, and quartered ! ""—hideous fate ! 
But, in a voice of thunder, 
The genial Labby begs to state 
That, e’en though hanged, he'll under 
The grim and gruesome process known 
As *‘ drawing” be no writher!— 
And, since he won't for ‘‘ quarter’’ moan, 
He won't get quartered either ! 
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Bill_—“' Wot’s ‘ generosity,’ mate, like I ’eard that there mish’nery a torkin’ abaht ?”’ 
If yew was to sy to me an’ Jim ’ere, ‘Come hup to the “‘Checquers” alonger me an’ Oi’ll stan’ 


Tom.—‘ W’y, it’s loike this ’ere! 


PRECEPT AND EXAMPLE. 


a quart,’ that 'ud be ‘generosity’! Come along an’ let’s ’ave it!” 





Not Equal to Bearing 
Straits. 


JONATHAN (as Bull marches off) :— 


WELL, I’m—— there, I never thought 
There would be the slightest danger ; 
Seems as if I’m fairly caught ; 
Bull is daily growing stranger. 
Says he: * With that ugly pair 
I decline to be connected! ”’ 
Off he goes to, then and there, 
In a huff—most unexpected ! 


Well, I’m in a hole, that’s clear, 
What the deuce am I to tell 'em ? 
They will think I asked ’em here 
Simply for old Bull to sell ’em! 
Says he: ‘‘ What have they to do 
With my right—or yours—of Sealing? 
Russia and Japan— pooh, pooh!”’ 
Says he, with a deal of feeling! 


Says he: ‘Oh, you’re mighty cute— 

Anything to save your bacon— 
If you think this game will suit 

Me, you're very much mistaken. 
Russia? Thank you—not for me! 

Nor Japan—Why, give you your way 
And you'd drag in Germany, 

France, and Turkey, Greece and Nor- 

way.” 

Says he: ‘Think you, I’m the bird, 

To be caught with chaff like this, sir? 
Why, man, it is too absurd 

This time you will score a miss, sir! 


Taking ells for every inch 

May be smart and diplomatic— 
But, sir, when I feel the pinch, 

I, too, can become emphatic. 


Says he: ‘‘ No, I’ve had enough— 

Blood is blood—but blood gets hot, 

sir— 

Two can play the game of bluff, 

And I like the cheek you've got, sir! 
I’m to climb down every time, 

While you mount a little higher; 
Down it is your turn to climb!”’ 

Says it, too, with lots of fire. 


Says he: ‘‘ You have got me wrong ; 
I am built of stuff that wins, man; 
Still, my lad, although I’m strong, 
I don’t want to strike a kinsman. 
But this time it will not do— 
I can feel my temper rising—”’ 
Off he marches—sharpish, too— 
Darn it all—it’s most surprising. 


Well—suppose that I must get 
Out of it some way or other— 
They won't like to clear, you bet, 
But their wrath they'll have to 
smother ! 
Seems as if they'd taken root, 
Still they'll have to make a clearance— 


(Aloud to Russia and Japan) 
Say, there, pards, you'd better scoot, 
Bull won’t stand your interference. 








Sorry, pards, but out you go, 

Your attendance Bull won’t suffer— 
Can’t have you about, you know, 

You are tough but Bull is tougher. 
Sorry—but you mustn’t stay ; 

Though I asked you here by letter— 
‘You are customers? ’”’ you say— 

Maybe—but old Bull’s a better. 


Now, pards, git! There’s business on, 
So, my lads, you must excuse me— 
Off in anger Bull has gone; 
Git! I say—you can’t refuse me! 
There, there, we will talk maybe 
When things look a little clearer— 
You are very dear to me— 
But I to myself am dearer. 


(He pushes them out.) 











“ Declined with Thanks.” 


AN amateur poet sent off a poem en- 
titled ‘“‘ I’ll Ne’er Return Again.”’ But 
it did return again, with twopence post- 
age to pay. 








EO 


Very Necessary. 


THE German Emperor has been pre- 
senting some of his regiments with new 
standards. We only wish he could find a 
new standard—of conduct—for himself. 
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(For Cartoon Verses see page 132.) 




















TWO HAD BETTER SCOOT, AS HE WON’T STAND IN 
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NOT EQUAL TO BEARING STRAITS. 
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BROTHER! JONATHAN (ASTONISHED). 
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THE three ladies were dumb-founded for a few moments after 
this declaration of marriage by “‘ Miss Dimsdale,” Miss Dowday 








Piumnmer & Ce 


“T’'ve TOLD THEM OUR SECRET, ‘ Jack,’” 


being particularly struck with astonishment, and sat gazing at the 
new Mrs. Hepcote with her mouth wide open. Mrs. Salt was the 
first to recover her speech, and exclaimed— 

‘* Well, I never aid ! Yously puss, you! And I’ve been a-tryin’ 
for the last three weeks to bring that young fellow and you together. 
Ha, ha, ha!”' And she shook her fat sides convulsively. ‘‘ Dear, oh ! 
dear! And those two gals a-makin’ up to your husband right 
before your face, and you leading them on to have a knitting match 
for him—201 stitches each! Ha, ha! Oh! if Salt had only been 
alive, he would have——”’ 

The mere mention of “ Salt *’ seemed to affect these ladies in the 
same way as a terrier would a cat, and brought them up to scratch. 

Miss Dowday sprang to her feet. 

‘¢ Don’t be absurd, Mrs. Salt,’’ she said. ‘‘ Of course, we both sus- 
pected they were married, and laid our plans to make her confess ; 
and we have succeeded."’ 

‘*Over the left!"’ said Mrs. Salt. 

‘“M. dearest Rose,”’ continued Miss Dowday, ignoring the 
remark, ‘‘ how sweet of you to fall into our little trap so easily. I 
meant to write to your mother this very night and—and—send my 
congratulations, you know.” 

“That was just what we wished to avoid, Miss Dowday,”’ said 
Mrs. Hepcote née Dimsdale, calmly. ‘‘ We wanted mamma to hear 
it from us first. It was very awkward, you see. Mamma was away 
on the Continent when Jack—Mr. Hepcote, you know—got his 
Russian appointment.” 

‘‘ He was to leave in six weeks’ time, and, as time was very short, 
we determined to—to——"’ 

‘* Get spliced !"’ said Mrs. Salt. 

“ Exactly! Jack got a special licence, and we were married at once, 
so as to save time, and not spoil mamma's holiday. We intended to 
come down here quite like old married people, never imagining that 
this was your ‘chateau on the Swiss mountains,’ Miss Dowday,” 

Mrs. Hepcote, demur 


% : aoe 
}134 FON. ¥ 
| Boarder-land. | 
By Mrs,. Ramstarrs’ Car. | 
| “A RUSSIAN OFFER.” | 








said Miss Flighty, yawning; 
“*T’ll go and see how the Major takes the news. I’m sure he had 
quite made up his mind you were to be Mrs. Potts. I wonder 
where he is ?”’ 

“ Oh! he’s upstairs in the drawing-room with Mrs. Scroggie,” said 
Mrs. Salt. ‘‘ I come downstairs when I saw them there, for, if they 
are going to make a match of it, two’s company, three’s an army.” 

‘* How silly you are, Mrs. Salt,’ said Miss Dowday; ‘‘ why Mrs. 
Scroggie’s my aunt !”’ 

‘‘ Well, my dear, if I know anything about such matters, you’re 
going to have a Major for an uncle.” 

Miss Dowday was about to make an indignant protest, when Mr. 
Hepcote entered the room, his presence causing a certain amount 
of embarrassment to all parties. 

‘* What’s the matter?” he asked. 

The former ‘‘ Miss Dimsdale”’ ran to him and said, rather shyly, 

‘‘T’ve told them our secret, ‘ Jack.’ ”’ 

‘‘That’s all right, dear,’ he said; “I was about to reveal the 
domestic calamity myself. We leave here this afternoon. See !— 
(holding up a letter)—our passport. A letter of forgiveness from 
home. I’ve told Mrs. Ramstairs, and she is preparing the wedding 
breakfast, and has given us, at my instigation—what do you think ? 
Maudie, the cat, for a present!” 

It had been a morning of surprises. I did not know one had 
been reserved for me. How these young people do rush things. 
How could I go to Russia, with the newly-married pair, at a few 
hours’ notice. I liked the late Miss Dimsdale well enough, but 
young wives have a nasty habit of paying all attention to their 
husbands, and neglecting cats. Besides this house was roomy, 
suited one fairly well, and the roof was of easy access. Mrs. Ram- 
stairs, poor old soul, was fond of me in her way, and tried to do her 
best to make me comfortable. It would break her heart if I gave 
her notice, 

Then what about the Russian catawauling? Iam certificated in 
England for my mea-ow, but education goes for nought in a 
barbarous country. No! unless I get a further inducement, I 
think I will decide that I am too old to risk emigration. 

The wedding breakfast was a great success, Mrs. Ramstairs 
resigning her place at the head of the table to give honour to the 
newly-wedded pair, and right royally Mr. Hepcote fulfille2 the 
duties of host. 

A significant incident occurred just as the guests were taking 
their seats. Major Potts entered the room with Mrs. Scroggie on 
his arm, he—the Major—was actually beaming, and Scroggie 
looked coy. Mrs. Salt was a true prophet. 


‘‘ How interestingly romantic,” 





~ Muwmer s co, 


A CauLm SENSE OF SWEET CONTENTMENT. 


The Major, in his speech proposing the health of the bride, added 
that there might be still another surprise in store for the company, 


and referred to Mrs. Scroggie as the charming and beautiful lady 
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by his side. Miss Flighty and Miss Dowday sniffed loudly, while 
Mrs. Ramstairs turned very red. (Russia still farther off than ever 
after this. Mrs. Ramstairs was to remain a widow, and would want 
me to cheer her lonely old heart.) 

After the ‘‘ breakfast,’ everybody went upstairs to help or hinder 
the young people’s “ packing up,”’ and I was left in full possession 
of the dining-room. They really must have enjoyed the bridal 
repast. I could not leave it myself until I heard Mr. Hepcote 
shout out :— 

‘I want a hamper for ‘ Maudie,’’’ and I went to inspect my 
travelling trunk. : 

It was that ‘‘ hamper’’ that settled my Russian business. I’m 
afraid I’smiled a little sardonically as I surveyed its limited pro- 
portions and its little bits of sopped bread. Did the Hepcotes 
really think I would entrust my sacred person in a thing like that, 
with no other reward than to become an alien in a foreign land? 
No! They little knew Maudie. Great Mousers! It makes my 
blood run cold to think of it even now. Mrs. John Hepcote, I like 
you well enough, but not enough for‘that. 

I was away for three hours. When I returned the house was quiet, 
and my mistress, Mrs. Ramstairs, was sitting before a blazing fire. 

I gently caressed her. 

‘‘Lawks, sakes alive!’’ she exclaimed. ‘‘How you frightened 
me, cat! They must have forgotten vou after all.”’ 

Forgotten ME! I’m glad I didn’t go, and, as I settled myself 
on the soft hearthrug before that blazing fire, a calm sense of sweet 
contentment filled me from the tip of my nose to the end of my 
tail. 
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THE NEW MASTER OF THE ROLLS. 








Waftings from the Wings. 


A wonderful play is The Vagabond King by Louis N. Parker— 
one of our most brilliant authors—produced at the Métropole, 
Camberwell, last Monday night week. 

Don Pedro XIV. of Peru is living with his mother, the Queen 
Dowager, in a mansion in Park Lane. She is an ambitious woman, 
whose whole idea is to get her son on the throne again. To this 
end she has spent their fortune in political propaganda and intrigue, 
and is awaiting every moment the cable that shall announce a 
Royalist revolution. She laughs at the idea of love between her son 
and the great heiress, Stella Desmond, because she is a commoner. 
But when the crash comes, when her intrigues prove unsuccessful, 
and she finds she is ruined, she turns to Stella, tells her she may 
wed Don Pedro, and that she must, quite unknown to him, devote 
her whole income to ‘the cause.’ Stella is delighted and the 
young King is in the seventh heaven. 

But, later, he grows careless, longs for excitement, gambles 
ruinously, spends money which he thinks his own, and is even on 
the point of eloping to Paris with a scheming but fascinating adven- 
turess. Then, by a lucky chance, he learns the truth, learns that 
he has been living on his wife’s money, of all her goodness and self- 
sacrifice. He learns, too, that his mother meant to get the mar- 
riage annulled directly he becomes king. 

This is the one great scene of the play—all the rest is fantastic 
and unconvincing. He turns and rends the sycophants and idlers, 
and, in a fine frenzy of wrath, scathingly denounces his mother for 
fooling and hoodwinking him. He turns to his wife and tells her that 
henceforth his life ischanged, that he will discard all this mockery of 
tinsel state, this playing at kings, that he will prove himself worthy of 
her and her great love, that he will prove himself a man, will fight 
the great battle of life face to face, and not until he has proved 
himself a fitting man for such a woman will he return to her. This 
is a splendid scene, the only really moving and human moment of 
the play, and it was splendidly declaimed by Mr. Murray Carson. 

In the last act we get back to the unreal and the fantastic again. 
Stella, on the remnant of her fortune, is living in a cottage at High- 
gate. She waits each day for her husband at the garden gate, but 
he does not come, and she is growing pale and weary. At last he 
does return, in ragged clothes and a battered hat. He has 
struggled and struggled against poverty and want, he has been 
hungry and penniless, but he has fought the good fight. He is 
earning two pounds a week, and the King brings to his wife his 
weekly wages. This is all very pretty, but it is a fairy tale and 
carries no conviction. Then the Queen Dowager and the courtiers 
come again and tell him that the crown now really awaits him, but 
he will have none of them, and sends them away empty-handed. 
Then he turns to his wife and, kissing her, declares he is ‘‘as happy 
as a king.” 

Miss Lena Ashwell as Stella is perfectly delightful; she plays 
with a charm, a naturalness, and a winsome pathos that carry one 
away by their simplicity. Other characters are excellently pre- 
sented by Mr. Sidney Brough, Mr. George Grossmith, jun., Mr. L. 
D. Mannering, and Miss Phyllis Broughton. 

GOSSAMER, 


The Fanatic was produced at the Strand Theatre by the author, 
Mr. J. T. Day, last Thursday, and runs into four acts, illustrating 
both the comedy and the tragedy of visionary zeal. The busybodies 
who make such a noise in the world are usually depicted in 
dramatic and other fiction as hypocrites, being men with a very 
wide knowledge of the world, and the wider their knowledge the 
greater their success. Your fanatic, on the other hand, is essentially 
ill-informed : his outlook is narrow; and he is, at bottom, as 
credulous and simple-minded as a child. Indeed, credulity which 
runs in double harness with ignorance—seems to be the basis of 
fanaticism. The earlier portion of the play affords some amusing 
situations, born of credulity, which is so conspicuous a feature of 
the zealot type. 

The comedy scenes take place in the early days of Isaiah Baxter's 
second marriage to a woman younger than himself who does 
not share his ideals. But, as time elapses, and the play advances, 
the pathos of incongruous union becomes apparent. Comedy gives 
way to serious drama, and the strain reaches the breaking point 
when the husband deliberately affirms that he would rather see his 
wife in her grave than she should take a glass of wine ordered by 
her doctor! 

Improbable as this situation may seem, the author gives his 
assurance that it actually arose upon two separate occasions. Mr. 
Edmund Gurney plays Isaiah Baxter, M.P., the fanatic, capitally 
enough, although one does not feel reconciled to the character, and 
Miss Kate Phillips impersonates Matilda Maudsley in her usual 
trenchant, amusing style. The rest of the caste successfully strive 
in making the play acceptable. 
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Among the new turns at the Empire is s the wonderful 
Family, who have returned to England with a number 


now added a photographic panorama taken from a train i 
This extends over several miles, and 
£ 


high rate of speed. 
are the Marco Twins, the Countess Fanny Ferruccy , Tafiary’s 


iss Ada Colley (the Australian soprano), and the tw 
* Mente Cristo’ and “‘ Under One Flag.” 
Pesisiene will make their re-appearance. 
In vino veritas. Lord Mayor Faudel-Phillips told us 
Ichester Oyster Feast that he is going to write a | 


mayoralty experiences. We trust his intended literary effort 
better than a mar ‘8 nest, and at no time prove reminiscent 
patriarach’s despairing utterance: ‘Oh! that mine enemy 
write a book. es 


Mr. Herbert J. Finn will hold an Exhibition at th 


Gallery, 175, Bond Street, early in Novernber. Thi t 

bjiects will be illustrative of Kent, including ar t 
anda landscapes ; and the ol pict ‘ " 12554 

ai Doatmen, 

, 
A Question of Measures. 

Mr. Jogan, M.P., has produced figures to show th 

beer is Con sumed whe qr) the ( iT) sd ry ill Vvé sre lT | r 


Paper. ! 


A cunrous fact, dear Log not 
When Tories are in pov t s thr 
Procures its fill of re 
And sure the reason is not hard to tell, 
The beery volume cannot fai! to swell, 
Ses Ing the Tories give etter measures 


A Rumour that Proved True. 


‘The Lord Salisbury Retirement Season is now in 
—Evening News. | 


f.. 


Anw free from political worry and care, 
At the foot of a mountain—a bleak and a bare— 
Sat Lord Salisbury smoking, when he was aware 
Of an army upon him descending. 
And twenty-five heads were salutingly dipped, 
And twenty-five note-books from pockets were whipped 
And by twenty-five qu ris ts the question Was lippe d 


‘Is your lords} retirement impending 

And he answered them ‘* ON ! it tl hardly | 

When another huge phalanx cam: n! 

To a place on the sea-board Lord § y fared 

And into a dangerous cavern re] 

Where, for years upon years, human heart had not dared 
Or the feet of mankind th ht of wending 

But an hour and a-half he had scarcely there hidde: 

Ere sixty reporters had after hin Iden, 

And to answer the _ stion full oft he was bidden 


“Is your lor a retirement impending 
And the tone of his ** No WAS a ind as of thunde: 
But his groan was, ‘‘ Wh re now shal! I hide me, I wonde 





new acrobatic feats, in which some Pere ai oe ponies 
part. To Professor Jolly’s series of Cinématographe pi ctures is 
1 moc ti on. 


Schaffer 
of entirely 
take 


it is believed that “it is the 
first time a continuous picture of this kind has been taken at such 
The reproduction is re markably distinct and 
free from vibration. Among other items on the Empire programme 
Dogs, 
“~ Brothers Kronemann , the Trevally Chiesi Troupe of Acrobats, 
aliets, 


Next week Les Minstrels 


Lord S 
W hic —- 


ght a castle—for twenty-two thou.— 
s haunted (as all the Broadshire could avow) 


Pa 
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By a legend of ghosts: and he smiled, and said, ‘‘ Now 


‘és On s A 
ar yo 


Of the 
To obey 
Came the 


™ 
oO ne 


With t 


Man wi 


ur:)) 


Vill this base persecution have e nding! * 
in spite of the shrieks floating far on the breeze, 
in spite of the chain- clanking, teeth-grinding wheeze, 
He was asked once or twice ev’ry hour: 
Is your lordship’s retirement impending ?”’ 
“It is not! it 
And, all —_— al 


is not!’ And his castle he burned, 
nd all pining, to Hatfield returned. 


no repc orter come near me! 
whose shrewdness can cope, or compare, 
he se rpel like twisting and bending 


but, mellow and clear, 


yur lordship’s retirement impending ? 
wed ‘iT 1s!” and, retiring to bed, 


e sheets and three blankets he covered his head, 


And, “I swear by the saints I will stay here,”’ he said, 


I na 
no fr 


A Psalm of Coffins. 


Is the way we're dying now: 
When we, die there is no error, 

But we live not knowing how. 
Life is long, and we want feeding, 
hough we are very brave, 
Still our cottins have been needing 

More to buy than we can save. 


But when now we spread the butter 
For our breakfasts with our knives, 
Dreadful are the words we utter 
In the hearing of our wives: 
3uy two coffins now, my dearest, 
While the bottom price holds fast ; 
Buy—buy at the very nearest 
Shop before the slump is past. 


se. 


‘*‘ Deaths of neighbours all remind us, 


© | 


ye can cut our funerals fine: 


And, departing, leave behind us 


Cotfins made of oak or pine 


Coffins that perhaps another 


Day may see go up again— 
Buy a third one for your mother, 
It will mitigate my pain! ”’ 


‘Let us now be up and buying 
‘nny coffins up to date; 


Time is precious, time is flying— 


(,ood investments do not wait !”’ 


** If you please, 


cnees, O, my servants, I charge you to swear 
But where 


t nt- 
th the Note-book? Their wish was sincere 
their good master 


shibboleth still to the Premier’s ear: 


‘Till that dead-season rumour is utterly dead!’ 


aeiectineal = . ‘ 7 - T m . 
)9FFINS.—The Contracts Committee of the Preston 
, ae ¢ = . anit - 
epted a tender for a supply of coffins at 
I I 
a. “a a: “hed oe ‘ 
m id + eacn. ine comns have to be of s 
“e ; pastas 3; 
price notwiltnstanding. 
rr ° } 
LELL mé not in mourning members 
+ } , ‘ ] we , 99 
it iJ) lt a lida unting dre an 8 
4 . +} lies ] ’ lady o 
I 4 tne ri c ‘oat slv¥Uns Dut Si im bers, 
7 > , ; > } > 
A LOUIS are not wnat they seem. 
. T ] ; ; 
Death is cheap! Death is nearer! 
‘ 1 +] : aes a | . 
and (he pauper needs no pai ; 
T » _ } : » § 99 
L is dear, but death is dearer ! 
is li spoken now at all. 
Wirt 7 shri -i7 or ¢@ d 9 Terror 
yy LLid Li Orinning, an no ter! Ji, 








Delicious and Nutritious.. 
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POWDER. 


Enhance: me accep ability of every 


™~ i t 1) hy bry t 


NO EGGS! NO TROUBLE! No Risk! Pale: 


Cadbur 


cocoa 


“Refreshing and Invigorating to the 
jaded mind and body; delicious to the 


and absolutely unadulterated.” | ~ ol 
JOSEPH PICKERING & SONS, SHEFFIELD. 
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